LATOTL y GOAT] 


O Llandyssul i bundain. 


Yn ystod pa un y daeth i gyffyrddiad a'r WIDW 
FACH LAN. 





Arall-eiriad o'r “ Charming Young Widow.” 


su LIVE in Llandyssul, yn Shir Aberteifi, 
dM A letter inform me my uncle was ded— 
To ask me in a minet to go up to Llunden, 
As canoedd o bunau was left me, twass said ; 
S0 I was determin to go on my shwrne, 
And booko my ticket —first-class I was fain ! 
Butif I was go third-class I wass never engounter 
The Widw Fach Lân I wass see in the train ! 


Y Widw and me side by side sit together, 
In the carredge wass no one but us and no more, 
Distawrwydd was broken by my purty companion, 
Who ask me the time by &he watch I wass wore ; 
Wrth gwrs I wass tell her, and then conversashwn 
Wass speaking between us, yndeed, till my brain 
Wass go on the bendro,—'ro'wn i bron myn'd yn wallgof 
Gyda'r Widw Fach Lân I wass see in the train. 


She was so taliedd I venter to ask her 
How old wass the child she was have on her breast; 
“ Ah! sir,” she wass say, and she did llefain shockin 
And the plentyn she carry to her bosom she prest, 
““ When you speak of my child I'm guite brokenhearted— 
His father, my husband, “Oh! my heart breaks with 
pain, 














And what she wass do she lean her head on my wastgot 
(Nice silk wastgot, too, John Jones teilwr make before 

I was go from home, iss, yndeed, there you)— 

Did Widw Fach Lân I wass see in the train. 


By this time the train ib was come to the stashwn, 
A cwpwl of miles from big-big one in town, 
When the widw wass say as she look $hro' the windo', 
“ Good gracious alivel. Why?—“there goes Mr. Brown, 
He's my late busband's brother. Dear sir, would you 
kindly 
Take hold of my baby ? I'll be back again.” 
“* Wrth gwrs,” I wass say, ac allan i'r platform 
Aeth y Widw Fach Lân I wass see in the train. 


Three minutes wass go by, the guard whistl blowing 
The train was a moving, but no widw appear ; 
With a pwff and a pwlf it was off I was fear ; 
My watch!—ha! where was it, and where was my 
chain ? 
My pwrs and my ticket, loose tocins, wass ole gone ! 
O drato'r hen Widw I wass see in the train. 


When I found out my colled, yndeed, I wass crying 
(O! dear, dear, O! mam anwl, beth wnaf i? O'r un 
dwl shwd ag o'wn i); 
The train did gen stop, and “ Tikets, pless,” I heard 
So I tell the collector, while sbigeling the baby 
The loss I wass lost, but he doubted my word ; 
So he cole the polistman, and a lot cum about me, 
They take from me the baby—how shall I explain ? 
For, yndeed, twas no baby, 'twas a “dol bren ”—a 
dummy ! 
That villen o Widw I wass see in the train! 


They let me go when they see I had no money, 
And I wass wôk home for many a day; 
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When I cum to Merthyr, I saw Dai Llanybyther, 
And in his ole cart I cum home ôl the way; 

Now, boys o Llandyssul, now mind you take warnin, 
Mind you the widows who do cry like rain, 

For they sure to rob you of your purse and your pocket 
Like the Widw Fach Lân I wass see in the train. 


Y I AN PUI 


Y deryn pur a'i aden lâs 
Bydd imi'n was dibryder 
O! brysur brysia at y fercb, 
Lle rhoes fy'm serch yn gynar; 
Dos ti ati, a dywed wrthi 
Fy mod i'n wylo'r dwr yn heli— 
'Mod i' i'n irad am ei gweled, 
Ac o'i chariad yn ffaelu a cherdded ; 
O! Duw faddeuo'r hardd ei llun 
Am boeni dyn mor galed. 


Pan o'wn yn honeus iawn fy hwyl 

Ar ddiwrnod gwyl yn rhodio, 
Canfyddais lodes lana” 'rioed 

Âr ysgafn droed yn troedio; 
Pan y'i gwelais, syth mi sefais, 
Ac yn fy nghalon mi feddyliais: 
Dacw'r ddynes lana'r deyrnas, 
A'i gwedd yn harddu'r oll o'i chwmpas ; 
Ni fyn'swn gredu un dyn byw 

Nad oedd hi ryw angyles. 
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CANY MELINYDD. 


Ton—“ Person Paris.” 


Mae genyf dy cysurus, 
A melin newydd spon, 
A thair o wartheg blithion 
Yn pori ar y fron. 
Mae genyf drol a cheffyl, 
A merlyn bychan twt, 
A deg o ddefaid tewion, 
A mochyn yn y cwt. 


Mae genyf gwpwrdd cornel 
Yn llawn o lestri te, 

A dresser yn y gegin, 
A phob peth yn ei le. 

Er hyn i gyd mae 'nghalon 
Yn brudd o dan fy mron, 

O eisiau meinir hawddgar 
I wneyd fy myd yn llon. 


A ddo'i di, Mari anwyl, 
I'r Eglwys gyda mi? 
Fy nghariad, a fy nghoron, 
A'm calon ydwyt ti. 
Os do'i di, fy anwylyd, 
I'm gwneyd yn ddedwydd wr, 
Cei gariad y melinydd 
Tra try yr olwyn ddw'r. 
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